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I squatted at his feet and watched. How beautiful was
Catapha ! How white his skin! How exquisitely shaped his
limbs 1 His breath was sweeter than fresh-mown hay. His
hair more lustrous than the wings of blackbirds.

Like a spiral of smoke rising from a log, a snake crept
warily out of the sand, struck Catapha's arm with his fangs,
and stole back into the sand.

Catapha rose with a start. His arm swelled immediately.
I grasped it between my teeth and sucked at it violently,
drinking the blood The arm resumed its normal shape.

Catapha looked at me intently

Catapha sprinkled a drop of his blood upon a few seeds and
fed them to the sacred parrot. The bird turned upon his back
and remained stiff.

What was the meaning of this ? The son of the God of the
Skies dead! Suddenly I understood. I plucked the bird
and devoured it. Henceforth I was the son of Catapha,
God of the World

I stuck a feather in my hair, and whirled wildly about
Catapha.